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a cage, and he begins to sing. But there's one thing I do
understand: I don't want to go home,"
"What's there for you to go home to?" mused the
mother. "An empty house, no fire in the stove, every-
thing cold	"
He said nothing, just kept on squinting at her. At last
he took a package of cigarettes out of his pocket, lit up,
and gave a mirthless grunt like the growl of a sullen
dog.
"Yes, I suppose everything's cold," he said, watching
the grey smoke fade away. "Frozen cockroaches on the
'floor. And frozen mice too. Would you let me spend the
night here, Pelagea Nilovna?" he asked hoarsely without
looking at her.
"Why, of course," she hastened to reply. Somehow she
felt uneasy in his presence.
"These days fellows get ashamed of their own parents."
"What?" said the mother with a start.
He glanced at her, then closed his eyes, so that his
pock-marked face had the appearance of being blind,
"I say fellows have come to be ashamed of their
parents," he repeated with a sigh. "Pavel's never ashamed
of you. But I'm ashamed of my old man. I'll never set
my foot in his house again. I have no father. And no
home. If I wasn't in the custody of the police I'd go off
to Siberia. I'd free the people in exile there—help them
run away..,,"
Her sensitive heart told her that he was suffering, but
she did not feel sorry for him.
"If that's the way you feel, you'd better go away," she
said so as not to offend him by saying nothing.
Andrei came out of the kitchen.
"What's that you're saying?" he laughed.
"I'll go get us something to eat," said the mother,
rising.
Nikolai looked intently at the khokhol for some time,
then said unexpectedly, **I think some people ought to
be killed."

